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MAIL GAURANTEED NO-RISK COUPON NOW 


THE SUPREME GRANDZIT-POPPER OFTHE 

BLACK COW FIGHTING SOCIETY 

brings you the fraudulent secrets of 


“the death poke" 

in this new, impRoveO killing manual! 


THE MOST VIOLENT 
MAN ON EARTH!” 


BLACK COW FIGHTING SOCIETY 

The BUCK COW FIGHTING SOCIETY is the MOST 
REVOLTING GROUP OF PEOPLE YOU'LL EVER 
MEET. Every Wednesday, they meet in a DARK 
ALLEY and BEAT EACH OTHER UP. All they Know 
how to do is FIGHT They have NO OTHER INTEREST 
In life except BRUTAL DEATH They mink you are 
slupio enough to JOIN THEM Maybe you arc. Do you 
want to know how to RIP A GOAT TO DRIPPING. 
BLOOD-DRENCHED SHREDS with your BARE 
HANDS? The 8lack Cows know, and they will leach 
you how lo use the same deadly technique on your 
3ABYBROTHER 

Until recently, these people were LOCKED AWAY 
But since Watergate, anything goes Once bound lo 
secrecy by tneir OBSCENE and NAUSEATING oath ol 
Ihe torn toenail, they have now decided to sell out 
and submit to death by thumbtacks in the lorehead 
lust to let you learn the secrets ot BUH ZURK 

BREAK A TOOTH 

Included in the manual is a GUAFIANTEED system ol 
wrecking anyone s mouth This is no (fy-by-night 
DUMB LIE. This book will show you how lo rip and 
crush your neighbor s root canals with a SINGLE 
MAIMING BLOW to Ihe KNEE 1 You simply SHATTER 
HIS KNEECAP, and when he tails lo Ihe ground. '""I 
SHOVE YOUR SHOE DOWN HIS THROAT. There are 
LOTS OF PICTURES ot this In the bookl 


onglns in Ihe stone age before human beings could 
THINK or TALK oul their differences are now available 
lo keep your neighbor from stealing your WATER 
HOLE or sneaking into your CAVE at night to ravish 
your DAUGHTER. These ulterty REPULSIVE tech¬ 
niques are just plain HUMAN NATURE, and It s no 
wonder you want lo learn mem lo PROTECT YOUR¬ 
SELF from STONE AXES and other weapons still used 
by MUGGERS and PUERTO RICANS and DARKIES 
This is an appeal to Ihe very WORST side of your 
personality, because deep down you want to KILL 
YOUR BEST FRIEND BY SHOVING HIS HEAD IN A 
MEAT GRINDER But that is sloppy and slow and 
POISON NAVEL is faster, especially If he licks oul his 
LINT' 

OUR BIG BUCKS GUARANTEE 

We cannol guarantee to make you a masler ol the 
GOUGING ARTS or even an expel, ’hat requires 
practice, which means you must MOVE TO NEW 
YORK, where there are so many people you can KILL 
THOUSANDS before the police even notice. Bui we 
can maxe a BIG BUCKS PROMISE that this book will 
show you MORE WAYS TO KILL ONE PERSON than 
you will ever need if you live in Iowa There are NO 
GIMMICKS In this book. Only pages The gimmicks 
you order later, and they cost a lot, but they are even 
MORE HARMFUL AND CRUEL than a BUTCHER 
KNIFE RAMMED DOWN THE ESOPHAGUS AND 
TWISTED After minutes ot training no one will ever 
come near you. Someone mayeventry toshool you. 
but by then, you will know how lo PULVERIZE HIS 
NOSE AND RUB IT INTO THE CONCRETE AND MAKE 
HIM EAT YOUR SISTER S TROPICS And if anyone 
doubts you. lust send him to Count Dumme who will 
personally SHOVE HIS FACE INTO A PILE OF COW 
MANURE lor you. Iree ol charge, il he is In the 
country If he is in the oily, it will have to be CAT 
LITTER 


Bringing to you those very forbidden and ultra¬ 
nasty ways of harming virtually everyone you 
know is COUNT DUMMIE. who would not hesi¬ 
tate to RIP HIS MOTHER'S EYES OUT. Count 
Dumme won the Intercollegiate High School 
Boxing Championship in 1962 when he beal up 
his coach, employing ihe death-dealing arts ol 
Karate, Kung Fu, Jiu-Jitsu, Aikido, and Kick In 
The Groin. The international House ol Pan¬ 
cakes crowned the Count—"Fathet ot the Year' 
when he ATE HIS OWN SON drenched in 
syrup. 


POISON NAVEL 

Many say there Is something wrong wnn SAVAGELY 
BITING AN OPPONENT S NAVEL AND PULLING OUT 
HIS INTESTINES WITH YOUR TEETH, but we do nol 
agree The completely merciless mutilating, man 
giing. malicious techniques employed by ANCIENT 
COW FARMERS are presented in LURID DETAIL lor 
Ihe first time Forbidden secrets whicn had their 


BLACK COW 

LULL FIGHTING 

ill 11 L L SOCIETY 

MEMBERSHIP 

handsome goid-on-black piece of cardboard with your 
name and address inscribed In COW BLOOD on the back 
It you MAIL NOW lor your tree book! 


THIS BOOK CAN END 
SOMEONE’S LIFE 


Long buried beneath a haystack in Farmer 
Brown's forbidden loft, this UNUSUAL and very 
GRAPHIC secret manual ol PUNCHING and MAIM¬ 
ING has never before been available except to 
members of the BLACK COW FIGHTING SOCIETY 
and their next of kin. Everyone who ever read it 
DIED HORRIBLY by page three. 

Yes. this is the SICKEST, most PERVERTED 
book ever written, except lor Ihe Pentagon Papers 
It will teach you how to BLOODY, FLAIL, THRESH, 
IMPALE. DISEMBOWEL, and otherwise cause se¬ 
vere PAIN to anyone and their DOG. Instructing you 
through every step on your way to becoming a 
BLOODTHIRSTY MURDERER is the meanest, 
hairiest, father-raper of em all. the CROWN PR¬ 
INCE OF THE DANGLING, BLOODY FOOT- 
—Count Dumme, conceded by all who know him as 
the most VICIOUS FIEND SINCE LEE HARVEY 
OSWALD, the man who offered to OVERTHROW 
CHILE WITH HIS BARE HANDS AND RIP ITS 
GUTS OUT AND EVEN EAT THEM for dinner! And 
he doesn't even LIKE Chile, or tamales either!! 


... or we may be at your home LATER, all of us, the entire BLACK COW FIGHTING 
SOCIETY, and we are just liable to POUND YOUR FACE IN for not mailing this coupon 
Remember, lor only $5.95 including postage, you get your FREE BOOK and a dead cow's 
tongue to HIT YOUR GIRLFRIEND WITH. If you are not satisfied you may stick the tongue 
out at us. “I promise only to kill and harm bad people and not to ram my elbow into the 
president s ear, don 11 ?" 


Name 


please print In big letters 


Address 


State 


City State Zip 

Father's Yearly Income Do you have a good-looking sister?_ 

How much more are you willing to spend for even deadlier secrets? 

Good. You'll hear trom us soon. 


No. Really. How much? 
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We have good news and bad news. 

Firstly, most of you illiterate, in¬ 
articulate, inconsiderate slobs had 
the bad manners and unmitigated 
gall not to write to us. How do you 
clowns expect us to print a letters 
column if you don't write, huh? An¬ 
swer us that! Listen, you bozos bet¬ 
ter get on the ballpoint and scribble 
us a note or two, or so-help-us-Rabis 
Fabotnik, we ll start using this space 
to print interoffice memos! 

The second strange circumstance 
is slightly more interesting ... and 
bizarre. You see, we did receive one 
compelling letter over the past few 
weeks. The only problem is, we 
don't think we were supposed to. 

Oh, sure, it came addressed to 
1 “Take a Letter to CRAZY," but we re 
almost certain the correspondent 
had written two letters that day- 
and then placed them in the wrong 
envelopes! As a result, someone 
named Morton who lives in Nebras¬ 
ka received a detailed critique of 
CRAZY #10... and we were treated 






Unless you’re a baker, this issue 
concludes CRAZYs first dozen at¬ 
tempts at making you scream, howl, 
chortle, and otherwise orally evince 
amusement. It’s been a rather pleas¬ 
ant twelve issues, we believe. And 
over the many months past, we've 
come to cherish nearly everything 
about our little magazine here. 

Most of all, though, we treasure 
our staff of writers and artists, those 
grim-visaged, humorless sons and 
daughters of accountants who dare 
to be dumb because they flopped 
completely at being smart. So let's 
hear a rousing cheer for the two 
newest additions to our rambunc- 



to the following intimate peek into 
the private life of one of our read¬ 
ers. 

We should mention at the.outset 
that this haunting and deeply per¬ 
sonal communication which we are 
about to expose to 200,000 pairs of 
leering eyes may not be suitable 
fare for all members of the family. 
We suggest you ask your parents to 
leave the room in order that their 
delicate and impressionable natures 
will not be victimized. 

Are they gone? Good! Then let’s 
plunge right in! 


Dear Morton, 

Thank you for the Bavarian cream 
pie recipe. I tried it, and you're right: 
it works better without prunes. I 
wish you'd written more, though, 
about you r problem. I mean, it really 
isn't nice to say that you've come 
to the conclusion that our relation¬ 
ship was perverse and profane and 
that you intend to kill yourself be¬ 
cause of what I'd made of you, and 
then not even explain what you 
think was so wrong! For crying out 
loud. Morton, our experience under 
the Chevy wasn t that unusual! 

Somehow, I have the feeling we 
ought to go all the way back to the 
moment we met in the Ladies' Room 
of that gas station and analyze the 
entire relationship to see where 
things got so screwed up in your 
head. 

Let's see... I was washing my 
hands with that gritty soap, the pow¬ 
dered stuff they use in all those fill¬ 
ing station restrooms, when you 
walked in. I noticed you right away 
for two reasons. You were a man, 
and you had an axe imbedded in 



tious crew: 

STEVE SKEATES is a mutated 
Idaho potato, born and raised in 
Brooj City, Montana, who commutes 
to CRAZY’s plush Manhattan digs 
via wind chimes. Although Steve 
made his writing debut in our very 
first issue, he's been held incom¬ 
municado for the past two years by a 
band of insane women horticulturists 
in Hell’s Kitchen. He escaped their 
clutches only by sitting on a con¬ 
venient bookend at precisely the 
right moment, and he returns to our 
cold, grey pages this issue with 
"Rhodent” and “Stupid Stories Il¬ 
lustrated," two chillingly macabre 



your skull. I still remember the very 
first words you spoke to me: "H-h- 
help. P-p-pull out th-the axe." I cjid. 
And I kissed the wound, too, if you 
recall, even though we'd only just 
met, and I didn't even know your 
name yet 

You thanked me, did your busi¬ 
ness, and left. And that was the last 
I saw of you until four months later, 
when we met at the demolition 
dump in the moonlight. Again, it 
was entirely by coincidence. My 
other favorite spot for meditation, 
the roundhouse, was occupied that 
night with a fraternity party, so it 
was my first visit in weeks to the 
dump. And there you were—with 
an uncooked pig's foot in your hand 
and a smile on your lips. I couldn't 
believe it. I was 63.5% certain we 
would never see each other again. I 
remember how awkward I felt. I 
wasn't sure whether to speak to you 
or your pig's foot. As you know, I 
am deeply into animal-member te¬ 
lepathy. 

"Oh, privy, privy, unto," I said, 
silently cursing myself as my voice 
cracked. "My name is Embezzella 
Squarf, and it certainly is swell to 


i 
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tales of gore and death designed to 
tickle your funny bone. Ha. Ha. Ha. 
Steve's hobbies are chewing shoe¬ 
laces and reading other people's 
scalp bumps 

BRUCE CARLIN has also appear¬ 
ed in previous issues of CRAZY, 
but always in disguise. Unbeknownst 
to most readers, he's been seen at 
various times as a lampshade, a lawn 
mower, a stick of dynamite, and a 
staple. Bruce is an orthodox flesh- 
worshipper who married out of his 
religion and was exiled to Texas, 
where he became a Vice Admiral in 
the Navy. It was aboard the U.S.S. 


see you up and around again, good 
sir." I wondered if I was being too 
formal or too casual, too dry or too 
juicy, too aggressive or two bits. But 
your reply put me at ease. 

"Migod you're ugly," you said, 
spitting at me through your buck 
teeth. I knew a man who collected 
deer incisors couldn't be all bad 
Then you added, "I'll bet your real 
name is Priscilla Van Eeberdooty, 
isn’t it?" And since I knew it was, I 
was staggered at your perceptive¬ 
ness. I'm just a sucker for the intel¬ 
lectual approach,I guessy. 

I remember extending my hand 
and gripping your (pig's) foot tight¬ 
ly and squeezing the mooshy little 
thing until it squeezed back. You 
watched me disgusted but fascinat¬ 
ed at the way I manipulated the 
cloven meat, and you whispered, 
"My sty or yours?" 

I suppose that's when you started 
to have doubts about me. "I'm a 
good girl," I said. "I dont undulate 
until the fourth date. And we haven't 
even had one. You must buy me din¬ 
ner, take me to the show, dance with 
me, and carry me back to old Vir- 
ginny before I can even think about 
getting serious with you, mac! And 
also you must lay your nomenclature 
on me, stranger." 

"I'm Morton Horton from Norton," 
you sneered. "I hate Broadway musi¬ 
cals, and I'm a commie. I bathe regu¬ 
larly in epoxy. I step on anyone I 
don't respect, and frankly, fraulein, 

I consider you a foolish little filly 
who doesn't deserve my time or my 
window dressing. But I will date you 
anyway, sweetheart." 

Little could either of us guessy 
that that was the beginning of what 
was to be a whirlwind courtship, but 
the tornado struck right on cue, hurl¬ 


Pagocia, during a torpedo raid in 
enemy waters, that he fell victim to 
sunflower seed addiction. He has 
since kicked the habit, as well as the 
nun inside it, and now holds down a 
respectable position as a welder in a 
Cincinnati, Ohio, lingerie shop. 
Bruce's contributions this issue are 
"Hot Flashes," "The Poetry Corner," 
and approximately half of "The End 
of the World." Between soldering 
nightgowns and writing for CRAZY, 
Bruce enjoys writhing naked in ce¬ 
ment driveways, dog adoration, and 
water sports. 

We could go on and on and tell 


ing me into your arms carrying both 
of us with furious abandon away 
from the dump toward our honey¬ 
moon bungalow in Mississippi. We 
were so blown away by our cyclonic 
passions that neither of us realized 
we hadn't bothered with a legal cer¬ 
emony. 

Three uneventful years later, the 
revenuers came knocking at the 
door, asking if it were true that we 
were running illegal still. Oh, no, we 
loid them. We are husband and wife 
and pig's foot. 

I wept as they shot you. 

I wept as they hauled you off to 
court for courting me without a per¬ 
mit. 

I wept as the judge pronounced 
sentence: "You are hereby sentenc¬ 
ed to write the following sentence 
without straw. 'I shall not covet my 
neighbor's bunny, nor his flint, nor 
his epistemological tracts, nor his 
ottoman, and if I do, twelve Ottoman 
Turks may carve an empire from my 
fledglings.’" 

I was faithful all those years you 
were writing that sentence, and I 
was there the day you were releas¬ 
ed. And did I ever complain? I did 
not. Not even when you tried toosh- 
osh the hedges. 

Still, that last incident with the 



you all about Vance Rodewalt, John 
Stevens, Bob Foster, Will Eisner, 
Lee Marrs, Gerry Conway, Marie 
Severin, Willie Ito, Vic Martin, Marv 
& Michele Wolfman, and Tony Isa¬ 
bella, all of whom refuse to admit 
(but we know otherwise) that they 
once worked as men's furnishings 
salesmen in Utah, but we've gotta 
stop raving eventually, right? 

So let's have a round of apple¬ 
sauce for the Bulgarians, gwangi, 
and-ON WITH THE SAUSAGE! 


roofing shingles was a little much, 
so you can’t blame me for dragging 
you under the Chevy and trying to 
bring you to your senses the only 
way I knew how, can you? Be objec¬ 
tive, Morton, and you'll conclude as 
I did that it was the only alternative 
open to me. 

I regret the divorce as much as 
you do. but I’m happy to hear Ne¬ 
braska is treating you so well. If you 
commit suicide now, you'll erase all 
the progress you've made. So 
please give the matter a lot of 
thought before you do anything that 
would give you a rash. 

Say "hi" to the pig’s foot for me, 
and don’t forget I'm thinking of you 
always. 

With love and tenderloin, 
Priscilla/Embezzella 
Second Stomach, Illinois 

We can only hope that Priscilla 
and Morton will be reunited one day 
and that this expose of the dynamics 
of their relationship will discourage 
other CRAZY readers from making 
the same mistakes this tragic cou¬ 
ple did. Marriage is a road pock¬ 
marked with potholes and pitfalls, 
and no mere toe of pork can hold it 
together when the partners are not 
willing to give and take. For further 
advice, consult your minister or 
butcher. 


"Marry you? Why, I'd sooner- 

TAKE A LETTER TO CRAZY 
Marvel Magazine Group 
575 Madison Avenue 
New York, N.Y. 10022 

-you twit!" 










My name is Rhodent Mogandavid. I was 
born in the Bronx and always felt 
responsible for the Bronx cheer... 


"I used to live upstairs from Mary Taylor 
Made in Minneapolis where it's cold and 


"But then I lost all my excess lard and 
moved my can of tunafisii back to the 
_Big Apple ... 


Every show is a game show, and the name of the game is ratings! Sure, it's wonderful that in this great country of ours even 
a mousy bit-player from Minneapolis can, through hard work and strict dieting, become the big, smash sitcom sensation of 
all of New York City! But then what? It don't exactly end there, you know! Time has a habit of passing; the public has a habit 
of growing fickle; and oftimes the outward manifestations of inward harmony fall prey to deaf ears.. .in other words,what's 
a woman to do once the viewers stop watching... 


someone who 


Yes, Charlton? 


Very good, 
Charlton! 


Hi, Blenria! 


Hey, that’s great snappy 
patter, you two! Keep it 
up arid you'll both have 
your own show! 


































where I got my awn show anil promptly married 
a man I auditioned all by my lonesome ... 


"But marriage may have 
been a mistake... now, 
my ratings are slipping, my 
slip is showing, and my 
ship may be lost at sea... 


In other words, I'd better find some way 
to hike my ratings up this year ot I'll he 
off Ike air... Rhodent Mogandavid— 
_this is your last chance!" 


Sermonette! If they 
brought hack "Nanny 
and the Professor" il 
would do heller than 


divorce? 
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Mary? Oh, that's just what 
I need! Goody Two-shoes 
is the last person I want 
to talk to now! She's so 
boring! Oh, I'm sorry! 
Forgive me, someone! 
Anyone! Where's the food? 
Let's g o to bed! 


Please, Joe-isn't there 
something you could tell 
Iter? You know, like I'm 
sick or dead or something! 
How'm I doing? I guess 
not. hunli? Okay, I'll take 


Rhodent.. oh, Rhodent, it's 
so good to hear your voice! I 
wanted to... well, no, it was 
really Mr. Grant who first... 
but, actually before that, Sue 
Allen was... but then again.. 


Oh my God! She's 
doing her stupid 
extrapolated stutter' 
routine!! 


Listen, Mary, I'm in the middle 
of an important conversation with 
Joe, whom I may soon kill! Why 
do you have to call me up all the 
time, anyway? You've got your 
own shew! Isn't that enough? 


Don't think I don't know what 
you're doing!! You're trying to up 
the raiings of your own crumbling 
show by appearing on my show! 
Well, it isn’t going to work, has- 
been! Face it, Mary—you're 
finished! I'm America's sweetheart 


But it won't work! I know 
all the tricks! If you wanna 
know guilty, you should meet 
my mother! How'm I doing? 


for you, Rhodent! You’re-and... 
and,.. and after I called up, just 
so I could give you some advice on 
howto hoost your sagging ratings... 
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Oh, just one of Joe's 
old friends! I dropped 
over 10 give some 
spice to this week's 
episode! I used lo live 
with Joe!_ 


During-but 
only on 
weekends!! 


Rliodent! Remember me? This is your mother talking to you! I'm at the 
McMillan's, moonlighting as a maid, just so I can send your sister to a 
fat farm over the holidays!_ _ 


Ah, the phone!! Would 
you like to answer the 


I called to tell you. Rhudent dear - 
i've fiyrred out how to save your 
show, your marriage and the U.S. 

economy! _ 


phone? No, of course not! 
What am I saying? I'll 
answer it! _ 


Hmtnpli! She just wants me to suffer like she's suffered! Bui one Jewish 


mother on a show is enough! 


Listen, you two-stay here and 
talk about old times! Or, go out 
in the hall and talk ahniit old 
times, il you want to! I don't care! 
Me—I'm going down to the corner 
bar and see if I can make contact 


If you come up with any 
more bright ideas, give 
'em to the UJA! 
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Well, here I am al the corner bar where a 
lot of men are stupidly supposing I'm a 
woman on the prowl, a shameless sex kitten 
lost in their private, plastic jungle! How'm I 
doing? Fine, and how are you 9 Just great! 

x , -I—i :-j c—.: - 

I bet one of you men would make a 
Pass at me. if only I'd let you get 
Jf: _a word in edgewise! 3 


Oil, there you are! Are you sure you're a hit 
man? You look more like my real-life 
husband! In fact, you- 


nere s rne oomu I made tor you! It s even a 
bigger bomb than this show! All you have to 
do is climb up the fire-escape and throw this 
in on the jerk! 


Knock it off, Miss 
Mouth! Joe may have 
to put up with your 
mindless chatter, hut 
lie's only your T.V. 
husband! Now, shut up 
and sit down! 


You mean I gotta do it 
myself!! 


Of course! This is your show, 
isn't it? Besides, think of the 
great "oh-l-teel-so-guilly" scene 
you can do afterwards! 


Aarrrghh! Something tells me I shouldn't 
have set the bomb before deciding I couldn't 
do it! 


Oh well, now that I've 
demonstrated to our 
viewers that I'm really 
sweet and lovable after 
all, not to mention totally 
incapable of murder... 


I guess I'd better 
get back in there, 
and see if there's 
some other way 
we can save this 
turkey! 


Hunh? Rhodentl! 
Howcuni you're climbing 
in the window?? Ami in 
blackface? Stupid tilings 
like that aren't gonna 
save the show! 


Seriously, though, 

I hope I didn't 
interrupt anything 
important! In other 
words, it's time 
for my weekly 
Jealous tantrum! 


Now, gel out ot here, 
Miss, and take your 
pontoons with you! 
That's enough spice 
for one episode! 
We've gof enough 
problems around here 
as it is! 
























































... do you mean like I 
accidentally knock a radio 
into the tub while Joe's 
taking a bath! That’d be a 
funny scene! 


Yick! That's the pits! 


I've got an idea! I 
Why don't we 
make it so the 
marriage wasn't 
legal in the first 
place? You know, 
like the guy who 
married us was an 
escapee from the 
loony-bin, and- 


walking down the street 
whon suddenly my hat 
blows off so I chase it 
into the street and get 
run over by a truck? 


I know, Road! I 
know how to 
save your showl 


Accidental 

death!! 


Neither! I was thinking more along the lines of Joe's 
wrecking company coming to this building by mistake 
... mainly because somebody snuck in and pencilled 
this address in on Ihe work s heet! _ 

^ J ■ And now that I've saved your 

I ■show, Road-how about fixing 

■ it up so's I get my own show? 


You mean 
you’ve already-? 


Not until you clean up 
this moss, you're not! 


I'm free! I no longer have to put up 
with cute little jokes about what 
cute little pot-holders I'm going to 
buy next! I'm free to go out on the 
town, have a good-rated show, stay 
out till 10:30 every night! Free to 
be a sexually frustrated swinger 
once again! 


Hey, it worked, 
Blenda! He's clone 
for! His time is up 
and his pilot light 
is out! 


Here! Use Bunty! And 
please, hurry up! I have 
to get back to 
moonlighting at Rosie's 
Diner just so I can pay 
for the caterers at Joe's 
funeral! And don't bother 
to thank mel It's the 
least I can do! 
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News from around the world, around the nation, 
around the corner, and under the table. 



NUREMBURG, OHIO : Panic reigns in Nuremburg today as a 
wave of Grape Jelly sweeps through the city' s streets 
toward the town square . More to follow . . . 


MASSAGE, SWEDEN: For 72 hours, the Awards Committee of 
the International Association of Weird Hobbies has 
labored in secul si on to select this year' s winner of the 
Weird Hobby of the Year Certificate of Merit, The voting 
follows two fun-filled weeks of conventioneering and 
demonstration of hobbies . At last report. the judges 
had narrowed the field to three finalists : Sheb Ox of 
Huntsville , Alabama , whose hobby is eating the gold 
plating of f bowling trophies ; Ken Sebborhea of Udipi , 
India, who collects high school gym shorts; and Mrs . 
E dwina Boil of Monmouth . England, who weaves tapestries 
fromdead flowers. Lastyear, over 700 hopefuls entered 
the competition , but a new rule for 1975 disqualified 
many former entrants. This year, the Association 
required that all hobbies must be demonstrable in 
public without the hobbyist' s being cited for more than 
a misdemeanor . Last year'swinner, Zeb Glotshot of 
Cape Girardeau , Missouri, who pickles squirrels , will 
be on hand for the presentation of the award . 


NUREMBURG, OHIO: UPDATE . . . UPDATE . . . The 
continuing flow of Grape Jelly has reacheda depth of 
eleven feet in the downtown area . Citizens are 
remaining calm as they seek higher ground . More when 
available . , . 


SANTIAGO , CHILE: Yet another coup d' eta t is at hand in 
this already politically-unstable nation. Just before 
dawn this morning , rebel troops under the command of 
General Diego de laDida made a daring raid on Enrico ' s 
Enchilada Emporium in downtown Santiago . The intent of 
the attack was to take hostage Chilean Minister of 
Eskimo Migration. Luis Pistola , whom the rebels allege 
to be on the payroll of the C.I.A . Forces of the present 
military regime repelled the attack and escorted 
Pistola safely to the Presidential Palace , where he 
remains at this hour , quaking in his boots .A C.I.A. 
spokesman in Washington, questioned about the Agency ' s 
involvement with Pistola and Chilean affairs in 
general, would reply only, "Nocommento. Nocommento." 






DIM MAK . CAMBODIA : Two-time champion Grand Master of 
the World Federation of Brawling Art, Count Dumme , was 
defeated this morning in his attempt to retain the title 
for un unprecedented third consecutive year . Among the 
masters of maiming, mutilating, disfiguring, 
paralyzing, and crippling arts. Count Dumme had earned 
a reputation as the deadliest man who ever lived, the 
Crown Prince of Death! But the ferocious master could 
notrip, tear, slash, claw, or gouge his way past 
nine-year-old Timmy Duncan . agamelitte 
street-scrapper f rom Brooklyn, New York. Count Dumme 
has announced his retirement from the martial arts and 
his intention to enroll with the For Sale Distention 
University , finish high school at home , and seek a 
rewarding career in the field of electronics. 





PEORIA, ILLINOIS: No news today. City closed for 
celebration of Tibetan Old Women's Day . 

BULK RATE, WISCONSIN: Regional members of the American 
Cheese-Growers Association have implemented a 
nationwide rebate program aimed at stimulating the sale 
of Wisconsin-made cheeses . A 1 "Quick Curd" Larsen , 
chairman of the executive committee , explained the 
program: "We ' re gonna bury money in every hunkof cheese 
we ship out of the state . A consumer could find anywhere 
fromanickle to three hundred dollarsinhischeese, 
depending on what type he bought. Naturally, your 
Cheddars and Swisses and American ain ' t gonna have the 
highest rebates, ' cause they sell good, but your 
gourmet cheese 1 ike Steer Toe , Tongue , and Tail Hair 
Cheese will carry large rebates . Not every pound will 
have the same amount. You never know what you got ' til 
you take the cheese home and rip it apart. " Asked about 
sanitary procedures regarding the money itself, Larsen 
told us : "No problem . We dunk the money in a vat of Lysol 
1 fore we throw it in the cheese . " 

VINE RIDGE, SOUTHDAKOTA: Authorities here are at a loss 
to explain what has happened to 500 million tons of 
Belch's Grape Jelly which has vanished from storage 
tanks outside the city. One theory has it that the jelly 
seeped from an unnoticed leak in the tanks, and is now 
flowing through underground caverns, and may surface 
somewhere else at some undetermined time. Geologists 
and government officials have dismissed this theory as 
alarmist and preposterous . The jelly was stored here in 
Vine Ridge until needed by Belch ' s for packaging and 
sale. Thisyear, there were plans to send the surplus 
jelly to draught-stricken Upper Volta, but the plans 
were cancelled when rumor spread of a proposed secret 
Jelly Deal with the Soviet Union . 

NUREMBERG, OHIO: UPDATE . . . UPDATE ... The town of 
Nuremberg has been evacuated in the wake of a massive 
flood of Grape Jelly. The cause of the disaster is as yet 
unknown . but townspeople speculate it may betheworkof 
the North Vietnamese or part of a masterplan executed by 
the Skippy Peanut Butter Company to increase sales in 
the Nuremberg area. 


Writer: BRUCE CARLIN 
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Perhaps you’ve heard rumors about .. what? . . . you can’t hear above the noise? . . 
. . . oh, tho smog's too thick to see through . . . well, then, step over here . . . what? 
of trash is in your way? . . . good grief, then how will we ever introduce . . . 


then look at 
. . that pile 





HISTORY of MOOSEKIND 


PART XII — Moosekind munches into the new world and the curtain rises 
on the first of the great American civilizations. 



A tightwad tour of the Ancient 
Americas, from LAKE POOPOOCACA 
to the VALLEY OF MEXICO with Dr. 
Melville Moose, AMA, DBA. SAG, 
AFTRA, noted anthropologist, paleon¬ 
tologist, and archeological ruin. Dr. 
Moose is recognized as one of the 
world's leading authorities on tours. 

"Some of my associates argue that 
moose originated in Mexico. Well, 
we all know that’s not true don't we, 
gang? Others sav that we came to the 
area from ANTLER ANTIS, or the lost 
continent of MOO. Others claim ihal 
the mooses of Mexico were actually 
remnants of the LOST HERDS OF IS¬ 
RAEL. Interesting, but unlikely. My 
research indicates a more probable 
solution." 

Around 10,000 BC a mess of meso¬ 
lithic mooses migrated from Mongolia 
and Siberia, across the land bridge 
to Alaska, and southward to the Amer¬ 
icas. Thus emerged the MOOSE OF 
DESTINY: MOOSO AMERICANUS. 

In 1525 Spanish explorers discov¬ 
ered a great civilization around LAKE 
POOPOOCACA. Entering the capital 
city of CUZCOW, The Spanish were 
greeted with the native peace chant: 
"INK-A-DINK-A-DOO." Thereafter the 
natives were referred to as INKAS. 

By this time the INKA Empire had 
existed for over 2,000 years. When 
Spanish explorer FRANCISCO P1Z- 
ZAROLL and his armies conquered 
the INKAS in 1533 il marked the end 
of that empire. 


Route of the migrating 


FRANCISCO PIZZAROLL 


mesolithic mooses 


Striking and unexplained similarities exist between ancient Asian 
artifacts and INKA artifacts of the same period. _ 


Evidence that the mooses of Mexico 
were part of the Lost Herds of Israel 
is found in this stone marker found 
in the jungles of Hyukatan. 


mm iii( na y One of the mysterious riddles found 
Natives chanting their peace in the desert near Lake Poopoocaca. 


Writer & Artist: BOB FOSTER 


chant. 
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To the north, on the HYUKATAN 
PENINSULA, lie the ruins of the civil¬ 
ization of the MOOYAS. They came 
to the area around 800 BC and by the 
11th and 12th century had developed 
their culture to greatness. One of 
their most significant cities was 
CHICHEN DEL1TE. It's here that we 
find the temple of the CHAAC MOOS, 
a sculpture used for ceremonial sacri- 



LEFT: 

CHAAC MOOS 


BELOW: 

The Well of Sacrifice. 
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HERNANDEZ DE CORDOMOOS 


fices. Here too is found the famous 
WELL OF SACRIFICE, final resting 
place for lavish carvings, ornate cere¬ 
monial instruments, sacrificial vir¬ 
gins, and other desirable goodies. 


In his book “Chariots of the Clods? 

Erich Von Moose suggests that many 
Mooya carvings depict spacemen 
and/or visitors from outer space. 

Mooya carving (top) shows striking __ 

similarities to a recent photograph j n {j,e y ears between 1200 and 1517 internal conflicts weakened the 
of some astronauts (bottom). Mooya empire. When HERNANDEZ DE CORDOMOOS arrived in 


Aruracis recovered iroin 
the Well of Sacrifice. 


1517, Spanish conquest of the Mooyas was imminent. 
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Around 1168 the AZTELCS 
came to the VALLEY OF MEXICO 
and soon became the dominant 
civilization in Mexico. Their pred¬ 
ecessors. the TOLTELCS. built 
the famous TEMPLE OF THE 
HALF MOON. The Aztelcs con¬ 
tinued the tradition, building mag¬ 
nificent pyramids, carving impres¬ 
sive sculptures, creating antler 
weaving, making jewelry, and de¬ 
signing formidable weapons of 
war. 


Temple of the Half Moon 


Pyramid at Teotihuacow. 


Aztelc jewelry 


Weapons of war, 


Aztelc sculpture 


The Aztelc Empire ended in 
1521 following the Spanish con¬ 
quest (led by HERNAN MOOS- 
TES) and the death of the Aztelc 
leader MOOSTEZUMA 11. Span¬ 
ish rule lasted until 1821 at which 
time Mexico declared its inde¬ 
pendence from Spain. In 1834 
GENERAL SANTA ANTLA was 
elected president. 

In 1836 he led his army against 
settlers from the UNITED HERDS 
OF AMERICA who had holed up 
in the ALAMOOS. 

In 1910, thanks to the revolu¬ 
tionary efforts of PANCHO 
MOOSE and FRANCISCO MOOS- 
DF1RO. a democratic government 
was introduced in Mexico. 


HERNAN MOOSTES 


MOOSTEZUMA 11 


The Alamoos 


FRANCISCO MOOSDERO 


PANCHO MOOSE 


GENERAL SANTA ANTLA 
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A scene from the Mexican film classic 
TEQUILA MOCKINGBIRD. 


Dr. Melville Moose inspects the famous CALENDAR MOOSE CHIP, 
which measures 12 feet across and weighs 24 tons. The Aztelcs used 
it to mark days of special interest and activities. 


Dr. Melville Moose tries his skill at 
the Mexican hat dance. 


Carnival time in Mexico finds Dr. Moose caught up in the festivities and 
in good spirits. 


LEFT: Dr. Melville 
Moose observes the 
spectacle of the 
Acapulco high divers. 

RIGHT: Checking 
through customs to 
begin his journey 
home, Dr. Moose 
encounters some 
difficulty in declaring 
a little pot. 








We live in an age fraught with fear. We glance over our shoulders and see men in Bozo masks 
and black ties at our heels. We pick up the telephone, and a voice says “hello” .. .before we 
dial. We’re afraid to eat, because nutrition causes cancer. We’re afraid to breathe, because 
the air is poison. But none of these fears is justified-not with the PARANOIA BONANZA OF 
ALL TIME lurking just beyond tomorrow. You wanna really get scared? Then read ... 


CRAZE’S White Paper Report on 



Writers: STEVE GERBER & BRUCE CARLIN Artists: LAPI & SEVERIN 












THE END OF THE WORLD IS GOHINO! 


I. The Prophecy 

Storm clouds gather on the horizon. 
The sky spits lightning and the crash of 
thunder rattles the firmament. On earth, 
men tremble in fear; women scream; chil¬ 
dren cry; cats bark; dogs mew; ducks 
oink; cows neigh; horses quack; pigs 
cluck; ostriches dance the hora at church 
bingo games. Shoe salesmen bay at the 
moon, and Bell Telephone lowers its 
rates. We attempt to deny it, but in our 
hearts we know something 
is askew. 

The universe has gone 
bizarre. It is the best of 
times; it is the worst of 
times. Gas is short and 
miseries are long. Tote dat 
barge, lif dat bale—do not 
pass go, go directly to jail. 

Say wha'? 

What, you say? I say you 
got trouble. Right here in 
the world. With a capital 
“T" and that rhymes with 
"R" and that stands for 
“RALPH." 

But no, seriously, folks, 
what we're trying to say is 
...something’s rotten in 
Denmark. And it’s spread¬ 
ing. And pretty soon it’s going to get you, 
Mr. Average Citizen, YOU—John Doe, 
123 Main Street, Anytown, U.S.A., Zip 
Code 12345, Social Security Number 
123-45-6789. And that all adds up to ZE¬ 
RO, which are the odds the experts give 
the world for lasting past next Tuesday. 

Why? We’re glad we asked. And so will 
you be, because the Berserk Department 
of CRAZY has prepared the following 
Special White Paper Report to help you 
deal with the catastrophe to come. 

There’s no need to fear the End of the 
World if you’re informed. Fear is born of 
ignorance, and ignorance is bliss, so read 
this report and be blissfully informed 
about the state of things to come. 
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II. Coping with Nothingness 

The End of the World is an event des¬ 
tined to touch all our lives and perhaps 
conclude them. It will affect every sector 
of society—politics, the economy, the 
environment, religion, education, enter¬ 
tainment, and the men’s clothing busi¬ 
ness. You cannot escape it even by mov¬ 
ing to Peoria. 

Therefore, CRAZY’s crack team of re¬ 
porters, photographers, and bison have 
roamed the nation and 
combed the globe to com¬ 
pile this comprehensive 
catalogue of certified, doc¬ 
umented, absolutely 100% 
reliable rumor designed to 
educate you, Mr. or Ms. 
Reader, and prepare you 
to cope with ... the big 
bang, the last hurrah, Ar¬ 
mageddon, the twelfth of 
Never, a cold day in Au¬ 
gust, and general, overall 
DOOM. 

We urge you to read and 
heed these pages with cau¬ 
tion and with care. Remem¬ 
ber: it’s your world too, and 
what you make of the end 
of it is up to you, the con¬ 
sumer. 

III. While You’re Waiting 

Even those who have studied the prob¬ 
lem in depth cannot be certain precisely 
when the End of the World will arrive, 
though the experts predict August 1,1975 
at 11:17 P.M. (10:17 Central Time). But 
they could be wrong by as much as a day. 
While you're waiting to find out, we sug¬ 
gest you live your life to the fullest. Have 
fun. Be happy. Eat a Twinkie. Do all the 
things you’ve always wanted to do. Above 
all, don’t let the coming Oblivion get you 
down. There’s always a tomorrow, even 
if none of us will be around to see it. Think 
of the onrushing bright flash as a beacon 
of hope, and you’ll never walk alone. 







My fellow Americans, 

There is no doubt in my mind that the 
End of the World will transcend partisan 
politics . .. whatever they are. There's 
something final about ends. They are dif¬ 
ferent from beginnings, even in Michigan. 
Ends come at the finish, not the start. For 
this reason, I draw the line at destruction. 
We must not descend into oblivion. We 
must pull together as an America united 
toward a common goal. We must tighten 
our bullets and bite the belt if we are to 
endure the troubled times ahead. As a 
nation, we must ask not what we can do 
for oblivion, but what oblivion will do to 
we. 

I regret that Doomsday comes at a time 
when America is making great strides 
toward achieving orphanages in South¬ 
east Asia, a time when through our ef¬ 
forts Arabs and Jews share pizza in 
Poughkeepsie, a time when we can point 
with pride to detente with the Soviet 
Union ... whoever they are. But now is 
not a time for looking to the accomplish¬ 
ments of the past. We must plan for the 
future, assuming there will be one. 

For this reason, I have submitted the 
following Five-Point Program to Congress 
for dealing with the potential menace 
oblivion may bring. 

First and foremost, I have requested 
funds to establish a Reconstruction Com¬ 
mittee to be based in Phoenix. It will be 
this committee’s task to oversee the pro¬ 
cess of gluing the earth back together 
and maintaining America’s superiority in 


A Little Plain Talk 

about... THE 



A Statement by Gerald R. Ford, 
Your 38th President 


space. I call this “Operation: Humpty- 
Dumpty.” 

Secondly, I have requested $550,000 
to help my predecessor through this tran¬ 
sitional period. 

Fourth, I have cancelled all plans for the 
Nation's Bicentennial Celebration and 
asked that the funds be used to investi¬ 
gate the formation of an interplanetary 
football league. 

Finally, I have directed the Congress 
of the United States to print and distri¬ 
bute 280 million buttons. These will be the 
emblem of American solidarity and will 
proudly proclaim our battle-cry: WHIP 
OBLIVION NOW. 

To my sorrow, the Constitution does 
not invest in me the power to grant this 
planet a full and absolute pardon, but I 
would if I could, let me assure you. 

Thank you. Good night. And good-bye. 
Forever. 


r 


i V*' 
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CRAZY commissioned the Galloping Pollcats to survey public opin¬ 
ion on the forthcoming Eve of Destruction. Interviewees from seven 
different cities (New York, Pittsburgh, Chicago, Sf. Louis, Kansas City, 
Los Angeles, and Fort Zumwalt) were asked: "Are you in favor of the 
proposed termination of this sphere of existence?" The results were 
as follows: 

Nine out of eleven respondents felt it would be okay if the world 
ended, so long as it didn't mean higher taxes. Eight of those nine, 
however, said they were from out of town and weren't fully acquainted 
with the issue. Four of those eight asked us what the Third World was. 
We all went home and had a big dinner. See graph. 


"Do you want the world to end? 

i oo %r .f .i ■ 


Huh? 










HOW IHE WORLD Will END 


THE "BIG POKE" THEORY 

First advanced by renowned physi¬ 
cist Manuel Nagasaki, this theory 
holds that an enormous thumb will 
wreck the world while attempting 
to test our planet for freshness. 
"And if it isn't fresh," Nagasaki 
warns, "we're outta business." 

But it isn’t fresh. Our planet, as 
we all know, is several billion years 
old "And don’t forget," the scientist 
reminds us ominously, "that it's been 
floating in space all that time- 
unwrapped!" 

And yet the question remains, 
whose thumb is it that will poke the 
earth to death? "Some tat lady from 
Andromeda," Nagasaki says smiling. 
"You must understand earth's posi¬ 



tion in the universe. We like to think 
of ourselves as special. We’re not. 
We're just another big blue balloon 
printed on the wrapper of an inter- 
galactic loaf of Wonder Bread, so 
to speak. Or perhaps we’re a tan¬ 
gerine that's just happened to de¬ 
velop a civilization. We're an item 
up for grabs in the cosmic market¬ 
place, and as soon as the first care¬ 
less shopper comes along-we all 
die." 

Asked how he developed the Big 
Poke theory, the scientist replied, 
"With the big telescope at Mount 
Palomar, I sighted a shopping cart 
in the constellation of Orion From 
there, the rest was easy." 

Questioned as to whether the Ulti¬ 
mate Poke could he prevented, Naga¬ 
saki speculated, "No." 


THE "SINGLE-BULLET" 
THEORY 



This highly complex and contro¬ 
versial theory has its roots in the 
Warren Commission Report on the 
assassination of President John F. 
Kennedy in 1963. Scholars studying 
the report were stunned to learn 
that the lone bullet fired by Lee Har¬ 
vey Oswald from the Texas School¬ 
book Depository in Dallas—the bul 
let which passed through the Presi¬ 
dent, through Texas Governor John 
Connally, through the Cadillac lim¬ 
ousine, and over the rainbow- is 
still ricocheting wildly about in 1975 
and has been responsible for many 
mysterious occurrences. 

Investigator Rick O'Shea, who has 
been calculating the bullet's trajec¬ 
tory over the past twelve years, 
claims the following phenomena as 
direct results of the bullet hitting 
the right place at the right time: the 
Beatles' appearance on the Ed Sul¬ 
livan Show (1964), the death of 
Soviet premier Khrushchev (1965), 
the start of the Free Speech Move¬ 
ment in Berkeley (1966), the Pueblo 
incident (1967), the election of Rich¬ 
ard M. Nixon (1968), the landing of 
men on the moon (1969), the Kent 
State incident (1970), the Water¬ 
gate burglary (1971), the election 
of Richard M. Nixon (1972), 1973 
(1973), double-digit inflation (1974), 
and the End of the World (1975). 

Mr. O'Shea said the world would 
end when the bullet strikes a button 
in an underground military installa¬ 
tion in Nevada, triggering an all- 
out nuclear attack by the United 
States against Peru. 


CRAZY'S OWN THEORY 

Man's mad pursuit of the almighty 
resnicoff will cause the End of the 
World, according to CRAZY’s resi¬ 
dent biologist-mathematician-theolo- 
gian-chef, the late Dr. Rabis Q. Fa- 
botnik, and his pet, Ben the Dog. 

"The essence of world berserk¬ 
ness is in the biscuit," Fahotnik said. 
"Crescent rolls cost too much and 
weiner wrap decays in the extreme. 
This is a causal factor of French 
horns and toenails, subservient to 
which all golf halls pummell. In oth¬ 
er words, kinetic energy is trans¬ 
mitted from one carpet to another 
until the herbs don't laugh anymore. 
When hamburgers don't taste right, 
you know your number is up. Cha- 
cha-cha." 

This unusual hypothesis was de¬ 
veloped by Dr. Fahotnik during a 
Sensory Awareness Seminar in the 
upper branches ot a tree in Cincin¬ 
nati, Ohio. There, looking out over 
Banasch's Button Emporium, the 
reality of what was to come slapped 
him hard across the face. So did a 
pigeon. He ate the pigeon and swal¬ 
lowed its concept of reality. 

Of all the theories advanced thus 
far, the CRAZY research team has 
found Fabotnik's to be by far the 
most salient, plausible, internally 
coherent, and juicy. 






AtuUue/vL to- Ute- +no4t jjbetjfieiiibf-GAJzeA 
cyu&iiio+vb abaul Ute Cnd o{ Ute 'Wo'Ud 


Dear Abyss, 

My boyfriend and I have been going together for 
17 years. Every time it's rumored the world is 
about to end, he convinces me to make osh-osh 
to him, so we will not perish without having 
known the ecstasies of love. T have deep guilt feel¬ 
ings when the rumors prove to be false, but I 
cannot deny him, because they could be true, 
right? Is it for real this time? 

GUILT-RIDDEN 
Peoria, Illinois 

Dear Ridden: 

Yes. This is your last ride. And if you deny 
your boyfriend what he wants, some other smart 
cookie won’t. For detailed information, send 25C 
and a stamped, self-addressed envelope for my 
pamphlet, Pre-Oblivion Sex: Why and Where? 

Dear Abyss, 

I am a typical suburban housewife and mother 
in a typical suburban dilemma. My best friend 
Irene has invited me to a Tupperware party on 
the day before the End of the World. As you sure¬ 
ly realize, I'll be very busy that day preparing 
for oblivion. My hair is a mess, the maid’s com¬ 
ing, Johnny has baseball practice, Alice has a 
dancing lesson, and the car needs washing. How 
can I politely refuse my friend's invitation to 
spend my last night on earth with her? Oh, by 
the way, she’ll lose her free salad bowl cover if 
I don’t come, and she’s attended all 43 of my own 
Tupperware parties. 

UP A CREEK 
Battle Creek, Michigan 

Dear Up A, 

This comes down to a question of basic priori 
ties. Your children need you; your hairdresser 
needs you; your friend won’t need her salad bowl 
cover for long. (There’s no time now for her salad 
to go stale.) Call Irene and talk it over like ma¬ 
ture adults. If she doesn’t understand your predic¬ 
ament, tell her to go osh-osh herself sideways. 

Dear Abyss, 

My teenage daughter is planning a pajama 
party for the night of destruction. She says 
there will be boys present, but we can trust 


her not to be promiscuous. But under the cir¬ 
cumstances. we feel problems may arise which 
she is not emotionally prepared to handle. How 
can we tell her we don’t trust her and still re¬ 
tain her respect? 

PARANOID PARENTS 
Selma, Alabama 

Dear Noids, 

With the aid of trained psychologists, I've 
written a pamphlet to help you and the many 
others faced with this serious problem. Simply 
write to me and ask for The Do's and Don’ts 
of Doomsday Dating—but, hurry! There’s a 
limited supply and not a whole lot of time, 
either. 


DOOMSDAy 

CHECKLIST 

A Guide to Last-Minute 
Preparations for Oblivion 

One thing our researchers have learned is 
that the key to readiness for the End of the 
World is to get organized! To help you, we've 
prepared this checklist of necessities. 

I. THINGS TO GET 

□ Get religious 

□ Get drunk 

□ Get naked 

□ Get your enemies 

□ Get the hell out of here 

II. THINGS TO DO 

□ Tell your boss what you really think of him 

□ Go off your diet 

□ Ram that stupid driver in front of you 

□ Bite your mother-in-law on the ankle 

□ Make the obscene phone call to your 
neighbor's wife 

III. PLACES TO GO 

□ Your secretary's apartment 

□ Your secretary s apartment 

□ The drugstore 

□ Back to your secretary's apartment 

□ The moon 

IV. PLACES TO AVOID 

□ Peru 

□ Peoria 

□ School 

□ Your place of business 

□ Greasy-spoon restaurants 
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IS THE END OF THE WORLD A C.I.A. PLOT? 

A Report from the Radical Community 



The President denies it. 
The Congress refuses to in¬ 
vestigate it. The Central In¬ 
telligence Agency itself of¬ 
fers no comment. And no¬ 
body believes it. But the evi¬ 
dence continues to mount 
up. And, on serious reflec¬ 
tion, we must ask: Would an 
agency which routinely fo¬ 
ments military coups, en¬ 
gages in political assassina¬ 
tion, and monitors the pri¬ 
vate lives of American civil¬ 
ians—would such an organi¬ 
zation really have any 
qualms about offing all man¬ 
kind? 


I. THE PLOT 

Like a James Bond thriller, the 
machinations unfolded before our 
investigative team. Huge quantities 
of aluminum shipped by night to a 
mysterious manufacturing facility in 
the desert outside Las Vegas. Cans 
of flurocarbon gas, transported in 
unmarked trucks to the same site. 
An enormous plastic nozzle carried 
by helicopter to the same strange 
factory. 

There could be no doubt: having 
learned of the deleterious effects of 
freon gas on the ozone layer, the 
C.I.A. had been charged with the 
mission to create the ultimate weap- 
on-A MONSTER AEROSOL 
SPRAY CAN! And the entire project, 
like the submarine-retrieval robot 
system fiasco, was being funded by 
a Las Vegas hotel magnate and all- 
around rich pig who knew a good 
thing when he saw it. 


II. THE FLAW IN THE PLAN 

Why would such a man invest mil¬ 
lions in a project which would kill 
him, too, you ask? Because he alone 
saw the flaw in the government's 
plan. He alone was aware that Yan¬ 
kee ingenuity is good for only one 
thing: MAKING PILES OF RESNI- 
COFFS. It's all we know how to do. 
Thus, the project was doomed to 
failure, because it had no commer¬ 
cial potential. 


III. THE FLAW IN THE FLAW 

What this unseen investor failed 
to realize was that everything we do 
to make money kills people. Thus, 
a project from which he would make 
money that was designed to kill peo¬ 
ple would work. It's rumored he pull¬ 
ed out of the scheme. Now the proj¬ 
ect is proceeding in cooperation 
with NASA. 


IV. THE BIG PFFT 

Under the pretext of promising all 
Americans dry armpits for the rest 
of their lives, this aerosol giant 
(some fifteen stories tall, we are 
told) will be shot into the upper at¬ 
mosphere and into orbit atop a Sat¬ 
urn-5 rocket. There, an automatic 
timing system will trigger the nozzle, 
and the ozone layer will be blown 
away forever, providing years of suf¬ 
fering and misery for everyone on 
earth. 


V. ARGUMENTS AGAINST 
THE PLOT 

There is hope, however. Congress, 
newly aware that its members could 


not go skinny-dipping in the Poto¬ 
mac for fear of developing skin can¬ 
cer if the ozone is destroyed, is 
mounting a study for the purpose of 
setting up a committee to decide 
whether the matter is worth probing 
at some indefinite future date. 

Asked why our legislators were 
not taking more direct action, a reli¬ 
able source disclosed to us, "Look, 
dry underarms are more important 
for getting votes than environmental 
considerations. The feeling on the 
Hill is... why not let the C.I.A. go 
ahead? Heck, if nobody cares about 
poisoning the air, fouling the waters, 
depleting all our natural resources, 
filling our food with chemicals, the 
dangers of nuclear power plants and 
plutonium, and all that stuff... if 
they don't care about that, they ob¬ 
viously want to die. And it’s Con¬ 
gress' job, as the elected represen¬ 
tatives of the people to give them 
what they want, right?" 

So cheer up. All you have to do is 
write your Congressman and tell 
him you don't want to die... and 
hope he'll get richer even if you live. 
See? There's a chance! And what¬ 
ever happens ... it’s not the End of 
the World,-after all. Is it? 
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RULING PLANET 

Moon 


METAL 

Silver 


GEMSTONE 

Pearl 


COLOR 
Smoky Grey 


ELEMENT 

Water 


HOW TO IDENTIFY A CANCERIAN 

Cancer's people are not as obviously distinguishable as those of other signs. They come 
in all sizes and shapes. Since they worry about protecting themselves they'll often 
dress to conform with their peer group and not stand out. Perhaps the most easily 
discernible trait is their facial configuration 





y, o, _ 


PHYSICAL 

TRAITS 

Especially noticeable and very, 
very common to Cancer people 
is the vertical furrow between 
their eyebrows. Their faces are 
round and somewhat flat, often 
with pale complexions. They 
are untidy and are careless 
about matching their clothes 
(which they hang onto long 
after fashions have passed). 
They have a tough-looking 
exterior—the shell which hides 
their sentimental nature. 


I-T’U. \ 

C0)A£ 

BACK. 

AAlV 
PAV 
NOWJ. . 



o, / o 
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NOTE: Cancer people look awful 
exhibitionists, so they are rarely to 
found among them. 




HOW TO LIVE WITH CANCERIANS 


If you wish to succeed in getting along with these people, you must walk with a careful 
and measured step. They have strong family tendencies. They hold onto their circle of 
relatives and close, protecting friends with a latent ferocity that is dangerous to an 
intruder. Do not under any circumstances pose a threat to their family. 




To get along with a Cancerian first allay 
their natural mistrust. Let them think the 
ideas you introduce are theirs, originating 
with them! 


Trust them. They’re good listeners and 
will hear you out, giving generously of 
their wisdom and practical help. They are 
sympathetic. - 
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WARNING 


Watch your mouth!! Cancerians will 
never forgive an insult! Long after you’ve 
forgotten it, they'll remind yo u! 
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Avoid remarks that insult their dead! 
These people are subject to swings in 
emotion! They’re quite sentimental. 
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How To Use 
This Chart 

1. Determine your 
own Sun Sign. 

2. Find vour Sign in 
left hand column. 


ft ffSf-’e^er^GS 

§§u©@ s© mmv® wi<s^ 

ftCftDCQI? 

Interaction table 


-it? 

3. This chart is for 
the reader whose Sun 
Sign appears in the 
I left hand column. 

4 It tells you how 
you interact with the 
Sun Sign heading. 





ej^eeff 







soo^pio 


^ • MARRIAGE 

(With a Cancer) 


Yes 


Solid! 


Emotional 


A drag 


Forget it! 
Oy!! 


One-sided! 


i>IO Fights!! 



G/?PptG Opp 


Okay 


SEX LIFE 

(With a Cancer) 


Cloying 


Wild 


Demanding 


Very heavy 


If you’re bull 
Vavavoom! 


Lovely!! 


Passionate 


Won’t jell! 


Too hot!! 


BUSINESS 

(With a Cancer) 


You run it! 


SOCIAL LIFE 

(Witha Cancer) 

Boring 


Safe! 

Steady 

Too risky! 

Fleeting 

Excellent 

Solid! 

Trouble 

Slow 

Agriculture 

Ideal !! 

Lots a lip 

Lotsa hurts 

It’ll fly!! 

Exciting 

Speculative 

A drag 

A good fit! 

It’s your ball 

Nah! 

No! 


Snug! 



Yeah, man!! "Iffy” 


Be careful 




FLOWERS 

JEWELRY 

CLOTHING 

AUTOS 

SPORTS 

BOOKS 

Daisy 

White Lily 
Saxifrage 

Pearl necklace 
Silver tie-clasp 
or pins 

Fashionable 
but durable 

Bullet-proof 

Cadillacs 

Contact 

sports 

Chess 

Antique 

catalogues 

Nostalgia 

History 




HEALTH: 


MORTALITY: 



Ulcers. 


Long-lived. 


FORECASTING 
FOR A 

CANCERI AN: 


These people will wind up as heads of dictatorial governments, 
Army Chiefs of Staff, heads of labor unions—or as Dons in a 
Mafia family. 




























































AMONG PRIMITIVE TRIBES, STRANGE AND VIOLENT PRACTICES WERE CYCLICALLY ENACTED AS FEMALE 
INITIATION RITES. UNLIKE THE BARBARIC TRADITIONS WAS THE HAPPY COMING - OF - AGE IN OUR OWN 
ENLIGHTENED TIMES. SO PROGRESSIVE WAS THAT INITIATION ... HOW COME YOU GREW UP A... 


Childhood Daze with Lee Marrs 


Chapter Three: First Date 


THERE WERE NO PHYSICAL TORTURES TO EN 
DURE AS PROOF OF YOUR WORTHINESS ... 


.. . NO MYSTICAL ICONS TO WORSHIP, FETISHES TO 
INVOKE, FOR AID IN THE PERILOUS TRIALS AHEAD. 


O'Hara got started? 


NO MAGIC MASKS OR DISGUISES TO DON IN GIRLS WERE NO LONGER FORCED INTO SOCIETY'S MOLD 
ORDER THAT EVIL SPIRITS BE DEFEATED. MADE TO CONFORM, IN ORDER TO JOIN ADULTHOOD. 


Why does a pimple 


INDEPENDENT AND FREE, MODERN FEMALES OPERATED IN THEIR OWN SPHERE, THEIR OWN SOCIAL 
LIFE. UNLIKE EVEN OUR OWN HISTORY, THEY CHOSE THEIR OWN SUITORS FOR THEMSELVES. 


Aunt Edna says Ronald is such a sweet 
boy. I'm sure you two’ll have a good time. 


Yes sir! I'm always asleep 
by 10:30 myself. . . 



















IN SAVAGE INITIATIONS, FEAR PLAYS A VITAL ROLE IN SHAPING THE CONTESTANT’S CONSCIOUSNESS. 
THE ANGUISH AND PAIN SCARRED PARTICIPANTS FOR LIFE. NOT SO IN OUR DAY AND AGE . . . 



THE PHYSICAL DEXTERITY NECESSARY TO PASS GONE ARE THE GAUNTLET, THE SCRUTINY WITH 
THOSE RITES HAS NO PART IN OUR MECHANIZED WHICH THE FEMALES WERE EVALUATED BY THE 

WORLD. EXACTING ELDERS’ WATCHFUL, PROBING EYES... 


































If anything makes people paranoid, it's questions—questions—all the time, QUESTIONS! And yet, 
Americans are compulsive test-takers. Weird quizzes pop up in every magazine you read, tests to help 
you determine oil sorts of things about yourself like: "Are you really in love?", "Are you really 
in heat?", “Are you fit to live?", "Do your clothes fit?", "Are you physically fit?", "Are you having a fit?", 
and so on. And since these tests seem to be so popular, our staff of shrinks and tree surgeons have pre¬ 
pared the following questionnaire, geared specifically to the problem facing most CRAZY readers. 


THE GREAT 



TEST 


Your Personality Profile at a glance. Where you are. 
How you got there. How to get out. 


What are your attitudes toward people? How do you react in an emotional crisis? Are you 
capable of love? Are you capable of hate? Are you capable of tying your shoelaces? The 
following five pages will tell the story of who you are and how it happened. Read the instruc¬ 
tions for each section of the test carefully. Answer each question as honestly as possible. And 
when it comes time to score yourself, try not to cry. 


Part I. Multiple Choice. This one’s easy. Just circle the letter 
of the answer that suits you best. CAUTION: Under no cir¬ 
cumstance should you feel guilty or upset over the crude, 
vulgar, stupid answer you will undoubtedly choose. You're 
seeking your inner being, gwangi—just let nature take its 
course. Got that?Then . . . BEGIN! 

1. You are out on a date with your dream person. You feel the 

urge to lay a really clinching kiss on him/her/it. Do you— 

(a) Convince yourself it's morally reprehensible? 

(b) Duck into the bathroom to take a Certs, because you 
just know your breath is really foul? 

(c) Consider all the terrible consequences of so impulsive 
an action? 

(d) Drag him,her/it under the table and do strange things 
to his/her/its toenails? 

2. Someone butts in front of you in a supermarket checkout 

line. You've been standing there fifteen minutes already 


and you only want to buy a can of tuna fish (about which 
you feel guilty because of the poor dolphins), and he has a 
full cart load. Do you— 

(a) Want to bash in his skull with the tuna fish can, but 
stop yourself, because it's morally reprehensible? 

(b) Whisper in his ear that Karma's gonna get him? 

(c) Feel it is the dolphin's revenge? 

(d) Place your left foot squarely on his rump and propel 
him headlong into the cashier's tropics? 

3, You've just received a letter from that girl,'guy you met at 
Malibu last summer informing you that he,she will be busy 
all winter, and he/she thinks you're a french fry, anyway. 
Do you— 

(a) Consider the choice of words morally reprehensible? 

(b) Mail her/him back a washcloth? 

(c) Feel you can never show your face on Muscle Beach 
again? 

(d) Hit the bottle—of catsup? 
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4. You are a guest ala formal dinner party. Seated next to you 
is an attractive member of the opposite sex whose knee 
keeps brushing against yours. Do you— 

(a) Tell her/him the knee is behaving in a morally rep¬ 
rehensible manner? 

(b) Assume it's an accident? 

(c) Assume it's not an accident and excuse yourself? 

(d) Bite the knee sensuously and ask if it knows any 
tricks? 

5. A madwoman clad in ragged leather and combat boots 

swinging a machete wildly about her head leaps into your 
bedroom window She gnashes her teeth. There is a 
crazed look in her eyes. She gurgles, "Nunga hee-yah 
zoop-zoop Nabisco!" Do you— 

(a) Express outrage at her morally reprehensible attire? 

(b) Scold her for not knocking before entering? 

(c) Keep your legs crossed? 

(d) Leap from your bed. tear the blade out of her hands, 
break it under her armpits, and throw her back out the 
window? 

6. You receive a night letter from Patty Hearst urgently re¬ 

questing that you bring hera few things. You figure— 

(a) Anything she’d want would be morally reprehensible. 

(b) Sure, anything for Patty. 

(c) It's an FBI trick to make you admit you're Jewish. 

(d) Never! Let 'ercome get the stuff herself so you can 
punch 'er out and show 'erwhat a real revolutionary can 
do! 

7. You awaken in a hayloft on a farm. Everything is peaceful 

and quiet. Birds sing. The sky is blue. And there is a 
parking meter lying beside you. You assume— 

(a) The meter's conduct has been morally reprehensible. 

(b) You're engaged, and there's nothing you can do about 
it. 

(c) You’ve been molested. 

(d) You ripped it from the sidewalk with your bare hands 
before coming home and it better do everything you tell it 
to. 


8. You are riding on a bus. You— 

(a) Look out the window. 

(b) Stare at the back of the driver’s head. 

(c) Read a magazine. 

(d) Read a paperback book. 

(e) Re-read the letter from that girl in Malibu. 

(f) Daydream. 

(g) Wonder where you're going. 

(h) Wonder where you've been. 

(i) Watch the second hand on your watch sweep around 
and around, reminding you of the time your father took a 
swing at you with his golf club and missed, smashing your 
mother's favorite vase and scratching up the golf club, for 
which neither has forgiven you. 

(j) Wonder which way the bus is going. 

(k) Listen to little old ladies in front of you discuss the 
power of God. 

(l) Wonder who you are. 

(m) Try to sleep. 

(n) Sleep. 

(o) Pretend you're asleep. 

(p) Wonder where the restroom is. 

(q) Bum a cigarette from the person next to you, even 
though you don't smoke. 

(r) Wonder if maybe the bus has been backing up all the 
way and you've been sitting backward. 

(s) Wonder why you're on this bus anyway. 

(t) Think about the last time you took a bus and how 
someone stole all your luggage. 

(u) Take off your shoes and play twenty questions with 
your toes. 

(v) Wonder why you're not asleep yet. 

(w) Wonder what the guy behind you is doing and if it'll 
adversely affect yourclothing. 

(x) Wonder why there's no driver on this bus. 

(y) Realize there's no restroom, either, and consider that 
morally reprehensible. 

(z) Talk the other passengers into disrobing for a nude 
Sensitivity Training Exercise between here and Albu¬ 
querque. 


Part II, Visual Interpretation. Stare blankly for several minutes at each of the abstracts pictured 
below. Then, in the space provided, jot down what you see in each abstract. Take your time. 
Study each one carefully. The pictures are very subtle and difficult to discern at first. 




Part III, Matching. Relax before beginning this section. If you are tense, shove your pencil down 
your throat, wait ten seconds, then remove it carefully so as not to break the point. 


This section measures 



your ability to conceptualize 



relationships. At right are two 



columns of seventeen items 

COLUMN A 

COLUMN B 

each. You are to match 

a. bubble gum 

1. dishpan hands 

each item from COLUMN 

b. fried banana 

2. death 

“A" with an item from 

c.Bert Convy 

3. taxes 

COLUMN "B” in the most 

_ d.bull 

4. psoriasis 

creative manner you 

_ e. knife 

5. animal crackers 

can. Remember, 

f. gun 

6. anti-aircraft 

you cannot match items 

g. attack squad 

7. Auntie Mame 

from COLUMN “A” 

_h. Mother 

8. Miss America 

with other items from 

i. nose 

9. misinformation 

COLUMN ‘'A." You 

j. East St. Louis 

10. doggy bag 

must choose one from 

k. Brooklyn 

11. Pa Kettle 

COLUMN “A" and 

_ 1. aluminum 

12. parking lot 

one from COLUMN "B,” 

m. crawlspace 

13. bedsores 

and with two you 

n. backstroke 

14. shingles 

get eggroll, assuming 

o. automobile 

15. shutters 

it’s not Tuesday and 

p. Karen Valentine 

16. creeps 

this isn't Belgium, where 

q. Los Alamos 

17. mucous 

it’s prohibited by law. 





Part IV, Marine Biology and Linear Reason¬ 
ing. Mazes are best for determining the lines 
along which your thoughts travel. Should you 
choose the upper path or the lower path? 
Should you cut across the lines? No, you 
shouldn’t. But you should make your way 
through this maze, just so maybe you can find 
out where you’ve been for the last hour and a 
half. The object of this twisted inner tube is to 
get within fingers’ reach of happiness, which 
is as close as you’re ever going to get any¬ 
way, without contracting athlete’s foot or 
having to return to dancing school for 
another fourteen lessons. Have at it. 
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Part V, Extrapolation. Study the photo at left 
and try to imagine the relationships of the 
people therein. Once you’ve formed your 
opinions, answer the following questions; 

1. Did Women's Liberation drive these men to this?_ 

Yes_No 

2. How many of them are Jewish?_1_2_ 

3_More 

3. On the average, how many bathrooms does each have in 

his house or apartment?_1 _2_3 

_4_None 

4. Is the ladder _ rented _ borrowed _ 

mortgaged? 

5. Do these men love their dogs?_Yes_No 

6. Would defenestration solve the problem?_Yes 

_No 

7. What's a girl from the Sunshine State of Florida doing in a 

place like this?-Juicing _Drooling_ 

Slumming 

8. Are these men_ Republicans_ Democrats 

_Insane? 

9. How many of these men voted for Gerald Ford? (Hint: 

None of them are from Michigan.)_19_28 

_11 

10. Would you do what their wives did in a similar situation? 

-Yes-No_I don't wear support hose 

_Maybe 


Part VI, Exposition in a Reclining Position. Lie back, choose one of the following questions, and 
answer it in full. Be sure to employ nearly incomprehensible long-winded sentences and to 
repeat yourself several times, so your answer will seem longer than it is. Use your own paper for 
this one. 

1. Can this marriage be saved? 

2. Do the crosstown buses run all night? 

3. Which came first? 

4. Dear God, why must my baby suffer? 


Part VII, Deductive Speculation. As you read the following story, fill in the blanks with the word 
or words you consider most appropriate. CAUTION: All is not what it seems. 


His_(1) explored the roof of my mouth. I began to sweat. I felt my body jerk backward 

into a reclining position, and I knew my-(2) was doomed. “Let me in," he growled. 

"I want a good look at that_(3) of yours." I grabbed the sides of the_(4) as he 

waved his_(5) in front of me. “I’ve changed my mind," I squealed. "I don’t want to lose 

my_(6).” He snorted, “It’s too late. Don't speak. Be brave. This is your appointment 

with_(7).” Resistance was futile. I’d brought this ail upon myself by careless_(8) 

and wanton_(9). I shuddered. There were two pug-ugly_(10) guarding the 

door. “Now don't move," he bellowed. “I’m going to_(11) your_(12) out!” 

I twisted and squirmed, but the next thing I knew, my_(13) was in his_(14). 

It was horrible. There was blood all over the_(15). He held it up for me to see, and I 

closed my-(16) in disgust. It was over. I would never have all my_(17) again. 



How to Score Yourself 



Part I. Total your point score as fol¬ 
lows: 

1 point for each (a) 

2 points for each (b) 

3 points for each (c) 

4 points tor each (d) 

4 points for each (e) through (x) 

1 point for each (y) 

4 points for each (z) 

If your score is: 

0-8 You are Richard Nixon and prob¬ 
ably didn't submit to these questions, 
anyway. 

9-16 You are easy to get along with, 
perhaps too easy for your own good. 
You probably wouldn't get angry with 
anyone until after they’d plunged the 
knife into your back. 

17-23 You worry a lot. You are unsure 
of your place in the world, the worlds 
place in you, your place's world in the 
galaxy, and stuff like that. You need 
more confidence. 

24-32 Your orientation Is almost to¬ 
tally physical. If you can t squeeze, 
smash, or kiss something, you don't 
know what the hell good it can be to 
anyone. You are potentially very 
dangerous and should think about instal¬ 
ling a lock on the outside of your room. 

Part II, Visual Interpretation. 

The pictures you should have seen in 
these abstracts were (left to right): a 
pitcher's mound, a bird in flight, and a 
silhouette of Snoopy. If you saw any¬ 
thing else, particularly images as¬ 
sociated with violence, there is cause for 
concern ' 

Part III, Matching. The correct 
answers were: 1-k, 2-d, 3-c, 4-j, 5-1,6-h, 
7-m. 8-n. 9-g. 10-f, 11-b. 12-k. 13-e. 
14-a, 15-o, 16-q. 17-p. 

These answers, of course, are open 
to interpretation, too. If you matched 
Karen Valentine (p) with parking lot (12) 
rather than mucous (17), for example, it 
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means you're willing to put up with a lot 
more hassles than most people or that 
you liked ‘ Room 222" beyond any 
reasonable critical perspective or that 
that’s where you'd like to meet her. Any¬ 
thing is possible in the universe, after all. 

Part IV, Marine Biology and 
Linear Reasoning. If you kept 
going to "Despair," "Death," or "Total 
Madness" in this maze, you have a 
strongly negativistic outlook on the 
world. If you liked "Dance School" and 
stayed there, you may be the next Miss 
Teenage America, assuming they teach 
baton. If you found yourself drawn to 
"Bad Habits," your parents have really 
done a job on you. If you were satisfied 
with "Athlete's Foot," you consider 
yourself a hapless victim of contagious 
reality. If you got all the way to within 
grasp of happiness, you've been read¬ 
ing Norman Vincenl Peale and are en¬ 
tirely too optimistic. 

Part V, Extrapolation. Women’s 
Lib was responsible. None of them were 
Jewish Each has two bathrooms. The 
ladder is mortgaged. They do not own 
dogs. It's too late for defenestration. 
Juicing. Republicans. Nineteen, even 
though they were never asked. And fi¬ 
nally. it's all a matter of personal opinion, 
assuming you do wear support hose. 

If your answers varied widely from 
these, you need to spend more time 
looking at people, because you really 
don't understand them at all 

Part VI, Exposition. Your answer 
itself is unimportant. The truth about 
your personality is much more clearly 
revealed by the question you chose. 

If you chose #1 ("Can this marriage 
be saved?"), your main concern in life is 
relationships between people, tinged 
with a streak of melodramatic romanti¬ 


cism which is entirely out of place in 
today's world. 

If you chose #2 ("Do the crosstown 
buses run all night?"), your inclination is 
to machanics, technology, and dark 
streetcorners. You feel distant from 
people, yet seek their companionship, 
or you'd hail a taxi. 

If you chose #3 ("Which came 
first’"), you are of a philosophical bent 
and will probably waste away your life 
trying to figure out how many angels can 
dance on the tip of a Hostess Twinkie. 
C'mon back to the real world, boy! 

If you chose #4 ("Dear God, why 
must my baby suffer?"), you are a well- 
rounded personality, deeply religious, 
with a true concern for the well-being of 
others. 

Part VII. This was a story about 
socialized dentistry. The appropriate 
answers were: (1) finger: (2) molar; (3) 
cavity; (4) chair; (5) drill: (6) tooth; (7) the 
dentist; (8) brushing; (9) snacking; (10) 
nurses; (11) pull; (12) tooth; (13) molar; 
(14) pliers; (15) place; (16) eyes; (17) 
real teeth. 

If you read anything else into the 
story, particularly overtones of sex or 
violence, it’s likely that you read such 
inferences into even the most innocent 
situations in everyday life. You should 
learn to be more trusting, less suspi¬ 
cious, and people will like you better. 

Now that you have all these new in¬ 
sights into yourself, go forth into the 
world, CRAZY reader, with new confi¬ 
dence, new self-assurance, new faith 
that you're a worthwhile human being. 
Remember: in the words of the late Dr. 
Rabis Q. Fabotnik, who gave his life to 
prepare this test, "Taller than tree is big¬ 
ger than bridge, and only in a berserk 
mind shall the twain ever meet Hal Hol¬ 
brook." Words to live by, don't you 
think? Or do you? 
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In the morning our trail guide led our burro party to the bottom of TINHORN CANYON. In the lead was DON¬ 
KEY HOTE. I rode EDWARD R. BURRO while PAUNCHO went down on MILTON BURRO. At the bottom of 
the canyon our party was 'held up’ by the notorious BILLY THE YID and his gang. BILLY THE YID is the one 
wearing the 10 gallon yarmulke. His henchmen are BLACK BART, WHITE BART, YELLOW BART, and SAN 
FRANCISCO BART ... SAN FRANCISCO BART?? 


~~l<Ave a 
Havas ufa f 


That afternoon we visited some of the local indians that included the 

CHINOOK, CHMUCK, CHLEMIEL, PAWNEE, PAWNER, PAIUTES, and 
HOSTESSTWINKYUTES. 
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is there anything more boring than a day in the 1970's? Not according to a recent independent survey. 
As a matter of fact, most experts now agree that the sickening 70's are even more dull and mundane 
then the foolish 50’s were. Now, that's what we call boring! Ah, but remember the good old days? Re¬ 
member the unabated excitement and unabashed adventure of the fabulous 30's and 40's? Of course 


you don't remember that! You weren't even born yet! Don't try to fool us, kid! Nonetheless, you can 
still pick up on the literature of those wondrous days. It's being reprinted all over the place —pulp 
stories featuring the serialized exploits of your favorite action-heroes — Doc Savage, the Shadow, Wuth- 
ering Heights, The Spider, and all the other costumed kooks of daze gone by. And, after all, Crazy maga¬ 
zine has never been one to avoid a trendl So, sit back now, relax, and (just like your parents often do) 







RESN'C! 






1/MariY oarno ' 

incisors^ ■ i 


reminisce about how wonderful things were before you were born 


Robsomeone 


WRITER: 

STEVE SKEATES 


ARTIST: 

MARIE SEVERIN 









"My Lord! Your nose!" gasped the Spy-squasher. I ve seen it 
somewhere before — on someone else!" 

SPY-SQUASHER . 

The Fiend With The Glass Nose 


by Kenneth Robsomeone 
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OUR STORY SO FAR: A brown and 
white dog with abnormally long ears had 
met a strange and grisly death at the hands 
of some unknown maniac. In addition, 
Verna Delbert, a prominent cigarette-girl 
and former fiancee of the president of a large 
munitions factory, was guarding a terrible 
secret. The authorities first suspected foul 
play when they discovered that the blind 
bowling hustler who had been run over by 
the same truck seventeen times had a map of 
Cleveland tatooed on the sole of his left 
foot. His other foot was missing. Three 
days earlier, however, a strange ship flying 
the flag of a country which no longer ex¬ 
isted had been sighted just outside the three 
mile limit. Now, it was no longer there. 
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Chapter Twelve 
THE MESSAGE 

M ichael William Smythe-Williams Junior 
the Third, eminent and likeable billion¬ 
aire-playboy, shook the burning butt out of 
his long, thin, nickel-plated cigar-holder 
and ground it into the peat moss. It had been 
nearly a week since he had seen Janie Silver- 
shoes. Where had she been keeping herself 
lately? He had wanted to apologize for his 
actions of a week ago last Thursday, but by 
now she had probably bought herself a new 
pair of shoes and forgotten all about it. 

He gingerly screwed a new cigar into the 
holder, closed the door on the north forty 
and stepped out to the curb. His Bacardi 
Roadster, all shiny and new and painted 
dark green like the eye of a fly, triggered 
memories of the old mare he had ridden 
into the ground as a boy and the licking he 
had received once the horse had been pro¬ 
perly shot. His father always had been a 
short man. 

He slid across the vinyl-covered seat, lit 
his cigar on the eternal flame and started 
the mammoth engine. The resultant bumps 
and grinds and wheezes shook ashes onto 
his lap but he didn't seem to notice. He 
was thinking about the radiogram he had 
received that morning. "Come Quick Please,” 
was all it had said, but he knew immediately 
who had sent it and what he must do. Only 
one person would dare be that terse with 
Michael, and that person meant business. 




He drove out Route 40, turned left at 
Maple, then right on Elm. He parked be¬ 
hind what, from all outward appearances, 
seemed to be a laundromat and moments 
later was in the wardrobe room, pulling on 
his silver boots. Rudy, the alchemist, en¬ 
tered and was surprised to see the gigantic, 
red-headed, former Rochesterian. 

“Business?” asked the diminutive Metho¬ 
dist, wiping his grease-spattered hands on 
his characteristic yellow cover-ails. 

"Check," said Michael. 

"The Fjord or the Blue Funk?” asked 
Rudy. 

"Neither. I’ll take the Wembly 440," 
answered Michael. He snapped his purple 
plastic shoulder-holster into place while on 
the run down those stairs that led to that 
huge, hidden underground garage. "Wax 
the Roadster while I’m gone,” he shouted 
without looking back, as he climbed into 
the Wembly. 

The traffic was lighter now. He passed 
three trucks, five cars and seven bicycles, 
then pulled out of the alleyway and drove 
up Route 80, turned right at Birch and then 
left on Oak. G. was waiting right where 
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Michael expected to find him, in the phone 
booth on the corner. 

"Where is he?” Michael asked as he leapt 
out of the sleek, two-tone coupe with the 
super-charged running-board. 

"Right up there," G. barked, pointing at 
the condemned and crumbling former sheet- 
music factory less than twenty yards ahead. 
"On the fifteenth floor, I believe. And, watch 
yourself. He's armed.” 

Michael wasted no time in racing toward 
the building. As though to give emphasis 
to G.’s warning, a bullet tore into the pave¬ 
ment no more than three inches from 
Michael's tarnished right boot. But, before 
another shot could be fired, Michael had 
made it safely to the entrance-way and was 
starting up the creaking stairs. 

On the thirteenth floor, he came upon the 
body of a young woman, naked except for 
the shadows that fell conveniently over 
her private parts, a knife sticking obscenely 
out of her pale white stomach and blood still 
gushing from the wicked gash. 



On the fourteenth floor, he got sick. 

He moved cautiously from then on, 
inching up the staircase, pressing his back 
against the far wall and walking side-ways. 
There were no sounds from above, not even 
the sound of someone breathing. Was the 
fiend holding his breath? Or was he dead? 
Or both? 

Michael was almost at the landing when 
finally he heard something and looked up 
to see a huge, wooden barrel, filled he 
knew not with what, flying down toward 
him. There was no time to duck out of the 
way. It hit him in the gut and he tumbled 
back down the stairs, hitting his head on a 
railing that seemed to come from out of 
nowhere. The world went black. 

He dreamt of the farm, and of how the 
animals used to follow him around when¬ 
ever he put that tonic in his hair. He dreamt 
of happier days and sadder days and Wed¬ 
nesdays. 

Then, reality slowly came back into 
focus. And, the two huge eyes that had 
been staring at him for quite some time 
slowly became two of the largest nostrils 
he had ever seen. Still, they seemed some¬ 
how familiar. 

He was lying on a bed, his left arm in a 
cast. It took him awhile to move his gaze, 
up from the nostrils, up past that smooth, 
alabaster bridge so that finally he was look¬ 
ing into Janie Silvershoe's smiling, blue 
eyes. The picture of a silo wearing a red 
dress on the wall behind her head told him 
that he was in the study of her father's spa¬ 
cious country home. 

"Janie,” he said. His voice was shaky, but 
functional. "Your nose. Why does it — ” 

She didn't let him finish his question, as 
she knelt and placed her lush red mouth onto 
his pale lips, her mammoth breasts pressing 
down hard against his laboring chest. 

He passed out again. But, just before he 
lost consciousness, he heard Janie laugh a 
very evil laugh, and he began to wonder if 
she was really Janie Silvershoes after all 
and if he'd ever be able to eat solid foods 
again. 

Then, suddenly, the crops failed. 


NEXT: Chapter Thirteen — 
The Skate-key 
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Me Ronald s 


Don’t Hold Your Breath\ 

but ... 


"No, my dear. No speeches. No harrangues. Simply say twe 
Our Father's and three Hail Mary's, and the Lord will forgive all 


" . . . and the truth of the matter, summing it up here, today, 
tonight, is that my counselors and I, and we've thought about it a 
lot, well, we don't know a damn thing about the economy. Thank 


"As you all know, 1974 was an extremely good year for Allied 
Fisbees. Since I've made more than enough profit. I'm giving the 
rest to you, my valued employees." 





















GENTLE ON MV MJNCL 



All right, hero—lime 10 wake 
up and face another miserable 
and embarrassing day. 


Can t wait for you to be 
screwed up again, friend. 
Maybe another car'll splash 
water all over you, or maybe 
some kid'll upchuck "Hamburger 
Helper "all overyour 


new denim suit 


Good luck, 
kid—you're 
gonna need it 


Hey, look at that girl. Man is she stacked 


See the way he laughed at you 
as you began pounding on his 
door? You musta telt like a fool 


once again 


Photographs by MICHELE WOLFMAN 


Written by and starring MARV WOLFMAN 
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Don't think about it, maybe he won't 
do anything. Just do your work. 


everyone else signed. Now you know 
it-everyone hates you. You always 
suspected—they all hate you. 
ARRGGHHH! 


Oh well, you don't need them. You 
can always go home and watch 
the TeeVee. 


At least that doesn't make 
comments behind your back 


Okay. Fred, I 'm here. 
You can take off for the 


Thanks George, and 
keep up the good work. 
I had him in a frenzy all 


Sleep time. What a 
miserable day. just as I 
knew it would be. 


But today was a dream 
compared to what 
tomorrow will bring. 


Hold it! 
Someones 
speaking to 
him. he's 
looking at you 
He knows! Oh 
no! 


Whew, finally they 
ask you, but I’ll bet 
it's only because 
they realized you 
know they hated 
you. 


Maybe it's your 
breath. Come to 
think of it. did you 
brush your teeth 
this morning? I 
don't remember 


Bettertakea TicTac just in 


Okay. Walter, You re asleep. 
And you're starting to see 
dark shapes, dark menacing 
shapes staring at you, 

laughing at you. 


They know all about you 
Walter. They know ... 


Ess 
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Got dem ol' doomsday blues, mama? Sick of hearing about war, pestilence, famine, and death? Tough 
toenails! Here comes . . . 



Part III 
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Elegies and Epics from Crazy’s Vault of Verse 


“ Self-Doubt” 

A P R D X O Y 
L U P MT 
J H K F Z G I 
IDIOT 


“Dawn" 

I see you in the morning light, 
So radiant and fine, 

As you fix my breakfast 
So that we may dine. 

I come into the kitchen 
And stare down at my plate. 

I see my breakfast staring back. 
And I regurgitate. 

“Apathy" 

Left foot right foot left foot right. 
Why does morning follow night? 
If the evening led the day, 

When would the sun rise? 

And who would care? 


“Retreat from Reality” 

Zip-a-dee-doo-dah. 

Zip-a-dee-ay. 

How I wish they would 
Take me away. 

“ Self-Defense’’ 

I have a dog. She bit my arm, 

’Cause I tried to pet her babies. 

I went to the doc and got a shot, 

So I would not get rabies. 

Then I went home and got bit once more. 
So I nailed her paws to the floor. ^ 

“On Censorship” 

Go to the movies. 

What do you see? 

Violence? Horror? Sex? * 

Someday they may rate your life: 

PG, R, or X. 


“Reciprocation ” 

If you have an uncle who owns a 
hippo, and his yard is always a mess. 
Don’t let him borrow your earmuffs 
for $2.75 or less. 

He probably won’t return them, 
though he will never tell. 

And if he does return them, 
of hippo they will smell. 


Writer. BRUCE CARLIN Artist: ROBERT GRAYSMITH 






A CRAZY EDITORIAL 
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Last issue, our editorial answered the burning 
question, "What Is Funny?" and set forth the basic 
precepts of the Ventilator Shaft Theory of Humor 
This issue, we had planned to discuss the relation¬ 
ship of theology to funny business and expound 
upon its phenomenological consequences, but 
since our last writing, something even more burn¬ 
ing has cropped up. 

Who’s responsible for these burning crops, you 
ask? 

Frankly, we re not certain. But wherever the 
blame falls, the situation has already reached such 
drastic proportions that only a concerted effort 
on the part of all Americans can stand any chance 
of reversing the terrible trend. 

What terrible trend, you ask? 

THE PERILOUS PROLIFERATION OF SCUZ- 
ZIES IN AMERICAS URBAN CENTERS—f/iaf’s 
what terrible trend! 

Look, folks, some of our best friends are degen¬ 
erates, but really, it's begun to get ridiculous. 
They’re everywhere: wizened old men-in dirty 
plaid sportcoats and teeshirts hobbling down the 
aisles at McRonald's, prophecying doom and col¬ 
lecting used paper napkins; burnt-out hippies 
with glazed eyes, matted hair, rotting teeth, and 
shoe-leather skin, stumbling down the sidewalks, 
panhandling, burping decade-old slogans like "up 
against the wall;” ageless, washed-out women, 
loaded down with bulging shopping bags filled 
with—what?—haunting the streetcorners, just 
standing there, speaking only to themselves, wip¬ 
ing their noses on the sleeves of their sweaters. 
Like, this is just horrible! 

Okay, so what do we do? It's not enough just to 
state the problem. We have to find a solution, 
right? Some way to get the scuzzies off the streets 
and into some sort of useful, meaningful, socially- 
beneficial role in our society... that’s what we 
need. 

And CRAZY just happens to have found the an¬ 
swer. 

The Democrats need a candidate for 1976, right? 
Okay. Let's draft that guy from McRonald’s. He’s 
mature, unafraid, outspoken, and probably more 
intelligent than you-know-who. He’s more charis¬ 
matic than Muskie, less controversial than Ken¬ 
nedy, and he'll have the same "sympathy vote" 
potential that Wallace does. Most importantly, no¬ 
body owns him. Good Lord, nobody would even 
want to own him. He'll be his own man all the way, 
and he probably knows better than any other can- 
50 


didate what the people of this country really want! 

So now we’ve solved one-third of the problem. 
Moving right along .. . 

If the world needs anything today, it’s amuse¬ 
ment, diversion. But most people can't afford any¬ 
more to just pick up and fly off to, say, Disney 
World to see the Abe Lincoln robot. So let s raze 
the slums and put up amusement parks instead of 
parking lots, and instead of building robots, let's 
yank those LSD-seared hippie automatons off the 
street, cut their beards, give them stovepipe hats, 
and teach them the Gettysburg Address. Voila! 
Suddenly our cities have a new source of revenue, 
the people have a new source of amusement, and 
another bunch of scuzzies has a career—the only 
career drugs can prepare you for. life as an imi¬ 
tation human being. 

That’s two-thirds of the problem licked. But 
what about the shopping-bag ladies? 

Well, there are a number of options. We could 
give them new. empty shopping bags and bozo 
masks and send them on a perpetual door-to-door 
trek so we would have Halloween 365 days a year. 
Or we could build booths around them and pro¬ 
vide them with a supply of maps, so that they 
could function as Information Ladies, giving di¬ 
rections to lost pedestrians. 

But the solution CRAZY favors is the establish¬ 
ment of a National Streetcorner Grandma Ser¬ 
vice. We propose that these ladies be rounded 
up, scrubbed, outfitted in cotton flower-print 
dresses and support hosiery, and returned to their 
corners after a cram course in "spoiling," so that 
passersby in need of love could stop and cry on 
their shoulders, be told everything's okay, and 
receivea lollipop. Nowreally ... doesn'tthat sound 
nice? Wouldn t you feel a little more secure know¬ 
ing that your grandmother—and not a mugger- 
was waiting for you at every corner, just in case 
you needed her? 

We like to hear from readers who have other, 
even more creative, suggestions as to how to get 
the scuzzies out of the streets and gutters. Ad¬ 
dress your suggestions to: BEAT THE SCUZZIES. 
c/o CRAZY Magazine. 575 Madison Avenue. New 
York, N.Y. 10022. Naturally, we’ll print the most 
interesting replies. 

In the meantime, don't forget: every wino is 
presidential material; every wilted flower child, 
a potential Lincoln; and every homeless old lady, 
a grandma in the rough 

—Steve Gerber, CRAZY Editor 




DONT 

WALK 


II you want a humor magazine that's long on dumb¬ 
ness, be sure to subscribe to CRAZY MAGAZINE at 
the special regular rate of $4.00 for seven issues. Or 
you can subscribe at the super deluxe rate of $6.00. 
You still only get seven issues, but Sanchez in the mail 
room pockets the extra two bucks and is that much 
closer to getting his pet spaniel through obedience 


So send your check or money order to: 

I CRAZY SUBSCRIPTION DEPARTMENT, 
c/o Marvel Magazines, 

575 Madison Avenue. New York, N.Y. 10022. 


- f 

Warning The Publisher General Has Determined Thai 
Taking CRAZY Internally Is Dangerous to Your Health 

17 mg. "gag," 1.1 mg. hysteria 

av per issue,- DAR Report, Feb. 75 I 


Name. 

Address. 

City. State. Zip 


I think CRAZY MAGAZINE is the single most important tool tor achieving world peace because 
(in 25 words or less). 



Writer: TONY ISABELLA Artist: MARIE SEVERIN 


















































Endangered Species Exhibit 


‘ADAM" 

Last Man From Earth 
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